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	1. Snowdin's First Human

**** This is my first fan fiction, please don't hate!~ ****

Sans trudged through the frigid, white snow on his way to Grillby's. He was starving, but he didn't want Papyrus's spaghetti again. Sans had been eating nothing _but _noodles for the past week. But, finally, Papyrus was asleep, so Sans could slip away. He opened the door, and it gave a little chime as he closed it. It was late in the night, so nobody was there but Grillby, the fire being who ran the bar. Sans plopped down on the worn-out stool, shaking show from his pink slippers.

"The usual, Sans?" Grillby asked, setting down the cup he was drying.

"Yep." Sans said. "I've only been able to eat noodles for the past couple days. It feels good to say something else besides, 'Wow, Papyrus, this is good.'"

"Where is he now?" Grillby said in a gruff voice, checking the drawers for a ketchup bottle.

"Sleeping. I just read him a bedtime story, and he falls asleep quicker than I do," Sans replied.

Grillby snorted, pushed his glasses up, and handed Sans a ketchup bottle.

"Thanks."

All of a sudden, there was a loud clatter outside the door. Grillby and Sans both turned around.

"That sounded like the trashcans.." Grillby said, walking around the counter to go to the door. Sans got up and followed him, forgetting the ketchup. They walked out into the snowy night, and looked around, expecting the stray lesser dog to be raiding the trash cans again. Instead, it was a child. A very small one, looking around the age of a toddler, wearing a blue and pink sweater, a heart locket, jeans, and boots.

"What's a _human _doing here?" Sans asked. "Did you know about this, Grillbs?"

"If I knew, I would've told you. Anyway, this child is probably freezing, let's take them into the bar," Grillby said cooly, picking up the child, and igniting his flames a little more to warm the poor human. They rushed back into the bar, and laid the child out on the floor.

"What am I going to do, Grillby? I guess I have to take them home, because you can't keep a human in the bar.. But what about Papyrus? He needs a human to get into the Royal Guard, and here's his chance!" Sans's SOUL was torn in two. His brother, or this half-frozen child's future? He couldn't decide until Grillby spoke.

"Just take them home and tell Papyrus. It's still a child, and Papyrus isn't very smart. Just tell him that they're too young to be considered a 'human.'"

"You're so smart.. What would I do without you?" Sans muttered. He took off his blue hoodie and wrapped it around the child. He noticed, that at the back of the sweater, in small stiches, was the name "Frisk."

"Frisk…. Such a nice name," Sans smiled, picking them up.

"Hey… Is this a boy or a girl, Grillbs?"

Grillby said, "Let's make it a girl, for now. Until they wake up, okay? Bar's closing." Sans nodded, and picked up his little blue bundle. He walked out of the door, wearing nothing but shorts and a white turtleneck. The child made a small noise in her sleep, but soon quieted down as she got used to the rocking and swaying of Sans's bony arms. Soon, they arrived at the house, covered in snow. Christmas lights were wrapped around the entrance, illuminating Sans's face in the twilight dark. He unlocked the door and stepped in. Sans stepped quietly, as to not wake his brother, and crept silently to his room. He unwrapped his small, blue bundle and got an extra blanket from his closet. Sans gently laid it on Frisk, and set her on the armchair in his room. It was big enough to serve as a bed for Frisk. Sans's bed was too small to fit another person. He climbed into his bed, pulled the covers up to his face, and whispered, "Good night, Frisk. Wake up soon,"

Oh, God...

Was he starting to love this little human? Sans couldn't tell as he drifted off to sleep.


	2. Spaghetti for Breakfast

Sans woke up to the sound of somebody pounding on his door.

"Sans! Get up, lazybones!" Papyrus yelled. Sans sleepily looked around, and said, "Okay, okay, Pap. I'm coming, just stop yelling!" Sans looked down at the child. How was he going to introduce the two so Papyrus wasn't over-excited?

"Hey, Pap. Come in here, I've got something to tell you." Sans called, pulling on his hoodie.

"This better not be a prank, Sans, or I'll be mad!" Papyrus opened the door, and stormed in.

"Hey, look. I went to Grillby's last night…" Sans began.

"Brother, what were you doing there? You said you weren't hungry!"

"Yeah, well, I got hungry," Sans lied. "Anyway, we found this human by the garbage cans. But, it's just a kid…" Papyrus leaned down and looked at the human.

"It's a bit puny.. But what if Undyne finds out? What will we do?" Papyrus said.

"Keep her a secret. By the way, her name's Frisk," Sans said, leaning down to pull on his house slippers.

At that moment, Frisk woke up, and the two brothers turned to look at her. She had brown eyes that seemed to sparkle in the morning sun.

"Let's make breakfast for the human!" Papyrus yelled, picking Frisk up on his shoulders and walking away. Sans smiled as he heard a faint _nyeh, heh, heh_. At least he knew that the human would be in good hands.


	3. Call Tori

Sans yawned as he clambered down the stairs, clutching the railing with his bony hands.  
>"Sans! Hurry <em>up!<em>" Papyrus yelled from the kitchen. "We're eating on the couch,"

"Yeah, yeah. I'm coming, bro. I don't want to _rattle _your bones!" Sans said, snorting.

"I SWEAR TO GOD, SANS!" Papyrus screeched, knocking something over.

Sans smiled to himself, and got to the living room. He plopped down in his favorite spot by the armrest. He realized the kid was right next to him.

"Hey, Frisk. How ya doing?" Sans said. She gave him a thumbs up and beamed.

"Not much of a talker, eh? That's fine, we get enough of that from Papyrus."

"I heard you talking about me!" Papyrus entered the room, wearing a flowery pink apron and carrying three plates of spaghetti. She set them down in front of Frisk, and passed them out. Frisk grabbed her plate and starting slurping down the noodles.

"Bone appetite!" Papyrus said, wincing.

Sans laughed again, and started to eat. Papyrus sat down on the jade couch, his long legs splayed out.

"I'm glad we have the day off. So what do you suppose we do about Frisk?" Papyrus said.

"Call our friends. Grillby, for parenting advice (he's got a daughter), Alphys for lessons, and Toriel for recipes. Plus, Toriel's the most motherly out of all of us, so she's got the best experience." Sans said, counting the people on his fingers.

Papyrus nodded. "Especially Toriel."

"And keep away from Mettaton, Undyne, and Asgore. We shouldn't let Frisk out too often, in case something happens to slip there's a human in Snowdin."

"I get the Undyne and Asgore part, but why Mettaton? He's a nice guy," Papyrus said.

"Well, all Mettaton would do is blab about the human she found in Snowdin. Then, of course, the Royal Guard would be onto us," Sans replied, looking at Frisk.

"Welp, I'm gonna call Tori. Maybe I can fit in a couple knock-knock jokes."

"Sans, don't you _dare_!" Papyrus said, pointing a threatening, gloved finger at him.

"Fine, fine. Just trying to brighten up the woman's day!" Sans said, taking out his phone.

_Riiing, riiing, riiing._

"Hey, Sans…" Papyrus began.

"Yeah, what is it, bro?"

"We're going to make a great family, I know we are! Two skeletons, and a human."

Sans smiled. "Yeah, we are, Pap."

"Hello? Is this you, Sans?" Toriel said through the phone.

"Oh my God!" Sans almost dropped the phone. After all, Toriel was kind of like a girlfriend to him. "Hey, Tori. Yeah, it's me. Listen, I've got a _great _story to tell!"

Frisk looked up from her plate and smiled at Sans. It melted his heart. Papyrus was right, they were going to make a great family.


	4. Nice Cream

After Sans finished the phone calls, Papyrus had Frisk in his lap, and Frisk appeared to be playing with his scarf.

"Hey, kiddo," Sans said. "Wanna get some Nice Cream? Vendor's open on Thursdays." Frisk nodded vigorously, and leaped off of Papyrus's lap.

Papyrus got up and said, "The Great Master Chef Papyrus will attend his cooking lesson with Undyne,"

Sans said, "Welp, just remember to not mention Frisk, or a human, 'kay?"

Papyrus walked out of the room to gather his favorite spaghetti-cooking pot. Sans walked to his room and opened his closet. He found a spare, light blue hoodie for Frisk to put on.

"Hey, buddy. Put the hood over your head, so nobody can see you." Sans said, handing Frisk the hoodie. Frisk nodded again, and pulled it over her head. Sans helped Frisk put her leather boots on and tie the laces.

_I could get used to this, _Sans thought happily as the kid hummed a tune he didn't recognize.

"Let's go. Sun's not gonna wait for us, and neither's the line." He smiled. There was never a line at the Nice Cream stand. The taste wasn't as bad after a few sticks. Sans opened the door for Frisk to walk through. Tori said she would come at noon, along with everybody else, and it was only ten in the morning. They had plenty of time. Sans counted the gold in his wallet. 10,567 gold. Enough for a Nice Cream each, and new things for Frisk. Together, they trudged through the snow, leaving a set of footprints, one pair large, and the other small. Sans was lost in his own thoughts when Frisk grabbed Sans's hand.

"Nnn!" Sans mumbled, and looked at the kid. She was sort of blushing, and looking at her feet.

"Don't be embarrassed, kid." Sans said, reassuring her. They approached the vendor.

"Well, I'll be! It's Sans, my loyal customer," The Nice Cream bunny said. "And who's your friend?"

"Umm.. She's a monster from out of town. Came to visit for a while. Got a speaking problem," Sans said quickly. Now the lies came quickly and easily to him, and he no longer had to wait as long. The blue bunny handed them both popsicles, and Sans gave him 20 gold in return. They walked and walked until they got to the Inn. They could buy clothes here. The bunny always had extra, and she liked Sans enough to give him the hoodie that Frisk now wore. He entered the Inn, Frisk still clutching his hand.

"Hee, hee. I see you're back, Sans, with a friend." She giggled.

"Friend from out of town. She lived 'round the Hotlands, and doesn't have clothes fit for Snowdin. Got any spares?" Sans said. Great, another lie. He hated lying to his friends, especially if it was a close friend. "Of course, honey. One moment!" She ducked down behind the counter, the tips of her ears poking out. She took out an old box full of dusty clothes.

"Might need to give them a wash or two, but they should fit her." She said.

"Come again!" She said.

They walked back to the house, and looked through the box. Frisk dumped the clothes on the floor, and took a blanket from the pile of fabric. She took an ugly, old winter sweater, and rolled it up. She placed them both, and pretended to sleep to show that it was a bed.

"Smart, kid. Anyway, let's get you freshened up. Tori and everybody else is comin' at noon," Sans said with another grin.

Frisk nodded, and picked out a pink sweater from the pile. She took off the hoodie, and put on the sweater. It was a perfect fit.

Just like, Sans thought, how perfectly Frisk fit into his life.


	5. Sweater Weather

Sans watched Frisk sift through the clothes. He smiled as her eyes lit up. Soon enough, Frisk had picked out an outfit to wear. She wouldn't let Sans see, however, and skipped off the his closet to change. Sans sighed and got up, his bones creaking. He slipped into the kitchen, and checked the cabinets. Sans knew he shouldn't have any ketchup so he didn't get "ketchup drunk," but a few sips wouldn't hurt. He picked up the flaming red bottle, and took a sip. He heard footsteps, and crammed it back into the cabinet.

"Sans! The Great Papyrus is back from his cooking lesson!" Papyrus yelled.

"M'right here, bro. Frisk's changing in the closet," Sans said, relieved.

"Hey, isn't Toriel coming?" Papyrus asked.

Sans froze. "Y-y-yeah, she is…." A deep blush flushed onto his face. Papyrus saw the blue tinge and said, "Well, that's lovely! Maybe I can show her some recipes,"

"Gah!" Sans yelled, running to his room and slamming the door. He took deep breaths and waited until he felt the flush on his face go away. Maybe he should smarten up, too…. Just for Toriel. He realized his only clean hoodie was in the closet Frisk was changing in. He walked over to it lazily, and knocked on the door.

"Hey, kiddo. You done in there? I need to pick up a few things," Sans called.

The door opened to reveal Frisk, but Sans didn't recognize her. She was wearing a light pink sweater that was a little big for her, and a deep chocolate brown skirt peeked out from under the sweater. She had tied her hair up, and little bits of hair was falling out.

"Wow! You look wonderful, kid." Sans said. "Tori'll love ya. I can't wait for you to meet everyone." He grinned, and stepped into the closet. He checked his hoodies, and found the one he was looking for. It was dark blue, with a lighter blue stripe running down the middle. He unzipped the jacket he was wearing, and was standing in his white turtleneck and shorts. He found a pair of black slacks that looked decent, and he pulled them on. Sans zipped up the jacket to his chin, and stuck his hands in the pockets.

"Hey, kid. Now we both look like we could conquer the world!" Sans laughed a loud, obnoxious laugh.

There was a loud knocking sound from the front door, and then the yell, "It's Toriel!" Sans's eye twitched for a second, then he flew down the stairs to get the door.

"Knock, knock!" The goat mother said.

"Who's there?" Sans replied, knowing the joke.

"The door, silly!" Toriel giggled, opening it up.

"The door, silly who?" Sans said, smiling.

"Pfft!" Toriel laughed. Sans noticed she was wearing a purple sweater.

"Is it cold out there?" He asked.

"Sans, in case you haven't noticed, it's _snowing_." Another voice came from behind Tori. Grillby stepped out, a hood pulled over his head.

"No burning furniture!" Papyrus's voice rang out from his room. "We're still trying to repay the damage done to the couch!" Alphys stepped into the house.

"H-hey, guys." She stuttered nervously. "Umm.. Is Undyne coming?"

"No." Sans said, raising an eyebrow at her. (Or where his eyebrow should be!)

"Oh, heh-heh… right." Alphys tugged on the bottom of her white and silver sweater.

"Oh!" Toriel said happily. "It seems it's sweater weather,"

"You _sweater _belive it, Tori!" Sans said, exploding in laughter. The couple laughed insanely hard until Papyrus came down the stairs to see the fuss, and yelled at them.

_Now it's time to get serious. _Sans thought.


	6. A Little Game

Everybody found a spot to sit in the living room. Sans, Frisk, and Toriel sat on the couch. Grillby and his daughter, who came a few minutes earlier, sat on the armrests. Papyrus sat on the table, next to Alphys who was on the floor, watching anime.

"So…" Sans began. "I was wondering how to take care of Frisk,"

"Toriel, you have amazing cooking skills. Alphys, you're incredibly smart, smart enough to be a teacher! And Grillby, you've got parenting experience.

I was wondering if you would help me out."

Toriel was the first to speak, "Of course. I'll give you some of my recipes that little Frisk is sure to like!"

"I'm sure I can come every Wednesday to teach Frisk!" Alphys said brightly. "I've just got to watch out for Mettaton. He's a handful," Sans rolled his eyes.

"I'll be happy to help," Grillby said. His green-flamed daughter spoke up in a melodic voice, "I can play with Frisk. I'm sure she'll love me!"

"Then that settles it! We can't let anything slip," Sans said seriously. "If Asgore finds out, we're all goners,"

All of a sudden, there was a loud knock on the door.

"Sans, I thought this was all of us," Grillby said.

"It is! Lemme go check," Sans said, getting up. He got the door, and Mettaton was there, posing and checking his reflection at various angles.

"Sansy, dah-ling! There you are~!" Mettaton said loudly, striking a pose that showed off his legs.

"I saw Alphys sneak off, and I wondered what she was up to!"

Sans flashed a look at Alphys, who shrugged nervously, a bead of sweat dropping from her forehead, anime-style.

"Once second, Mettaton. Boy, it's a mess in here! Guys, won't you help me clean up?" Sans yelled, faking it.

Everybody caught on immediately.

Toriel said, "It's too messy for somebody of your taste! Let's clean up," Sans closed the door and whisper-yelled, "HIDE FRISK!"

Papyrus grabbed Frisk and ran to Sans's room. Everybody made loud noises to make it sound like they were cleaning.

"Oh, w-wow! An old sock!" Alphys yelled. That actually wasn't a lie. The sock had been there for months, lying next to the T.V., collecting dust.

"Been there for months, y'know," Sans said, stifling a laugh. He finally opened the door to reveal Mettaton, fiddling with a gear on his arm.

"Oh! Are you done cleaning up for the star to arrive?~"

"Yep!" Sans opened the door. Mettaton walked in dramatically, making sure everybody was looking at him.

"What were you all doing before I graced you with my presence?" He asked.

"Toriel was showing us some of her recipes. We were all interested, and came." Grillby said. Boy, he knew how to sugarcoat the truth!

Papyrus came down the stairs.

"M-Mettaton! How are you?" He said nervously.

"Oh, it's you!" Mettaton said, walking right up to him, and putting her head in his face.

"What do you say—" He began.

"No, Mettaton." Sans said, his eye glowing intensely. He activated his blue magic, and made Mettaton fly to the other end of the room.

"Stay away from him," Sans said, staring down Mettaton.

"Yes'sir!" Mettaton said peevishly, and slammed open the door, and ran.

"We're all clear!" Sans said. "While we're at it, why don't we play a little game of Hide-And-Seek?"

"Oh! I would like to be the seeker, Sans!" Papyrus said, jumping up and down.

"Sure. Everybody, scatter!" Sans said. Everybody, using all the speed they could muster sped off.

"Now… What am I supposed to do again?" Papyrus said to himself.

"I think I'm supposed to count…."


	7. Sick Day

Sans got up the next morning with an aching head. He stumbled down the stairs, feeling a little warm.

"H-hey, Papyrus?" Sans mumbled.

"Yes, brother?" Papyrus yelled from the kitchen.

"Can you check my temperature?"

"Sure."

Papyrus rested his bony hand on Sans's skull.

"You're burning up, Sans! Go back to bed." Papyrus said, pointing to his room.

"Gladly…" Sans mumbled, and he clambered back up the stairs. Frisk was still asleep, curled up under her blanket in her box bed. Sans flopped onto the bed, and groaned. He could feel his fever start to get worse. Uncomfortable heat raced through his body. He closed his eyes, but he couldn't go to sleep. It seemed his body didn't want him to skip the pain. Sans rolled over, and shut his eyes tightly.

Frisk woke up a little later, and went over to shake Sans awake.

"Nnn…" Sans grumbled, and he turned to look at the kid.

"Look, kiddo… I don't feel good…" Frisk nodded quickly, and skipped down the stairs. Sans pulled up the covers. He started to feel cold, like somebody was rubbing a block of ice on him. His fever was still there, but it was focused on his head, and it made him want to scream. Sans heard footsteps, and up came Frisk. She was holding a mug of coffee that was steaming, poured fresh from the pot. She handed it to Sans, and motioned drinking it.

"Aww, thanks, Frisk!" Sans took a sip of the coffee, and felt some of his coldness melt away. "Go eat breakfast, okay? I don't need anything, I'm not very hungry."

Frisk nodded and skipped down the stairs once more to eat scrambled eggs. Sans downed the mug, and went to sleep. He woke up in a room that looked like his, but something was… different. He noticed a lump in Frisk's bed.

"Hey, kiddo. I thought you went to eat," Sans said, walking over to it. He pulled back the blankets to reveal a child in a green and yellow sweater. She had two large patches of pink on her cheeks, and black was streaming from her eyes. She picked up a knife and he saw it was covered in blood. Sans screamed, and ran for the door. He rattled the doorknob, only to find it locked.

"No, no, no, no…" Sans was whispering to himself. He activated his eyes and summoned a Gaster Blaster. He let the Gaster Blaster shoot a large beam. All of a sudden, he blacked out, and he was sitting up in his bed. There was a huge burn mark on the floor. Papyrus came rushing up to the bedroom.

"Sans! Sans, what's wrong?" He asked worriedly.

"Nnn.. There was some… thing there.." He began, panting heavily from the use of magic.

"Oh my God, Sans.. I think it was only a fever-induced dream. I'm going to call Toriel," Papyrus said. But Sans never heard the end of the sentence. He had blacked out once more, lying flat on his back.

He woke to some muffled voices. He could make out a few words.

"…. Sans….. Burn….."

"Okay….. Fine… Yeah,"

He opened his eyes all the way. He saw Toriel in her purple dress, looking down at him.

"It's okay, Sans.. It's just me. You've got a terrible cold. Just rest for a little. I've entrusted Papyrus with a few things,"

Sans swallowed, and tried to say something, but the first few words were slurred, and his throat felt dry and cracked. Frisk entered the room, carrying a small picture book. She sat down in her box bed, and opened it up. Toriel walked over to her to help her read it. Papyrus looked at Sans.

"Do not fear, brother, for I, the Great Papyrus, intend to take great care of you!"

"'Kay, bro…" Sans said, closing his eyes and drifting off to sleep.

_I trust you._


	8. Sweet, Sweet Numbers

Sans felt much better after a couple days. Soon enough, it was time for Alphys to come over to teach Frisk some things. Sans made sure Frisk looked okay before opening the door.

"Hey, Alphy. Come on in, Frisk's ready,"

"A-alright." Alphys said, tugging on the sides of her lab coat nervously. "This is the f-first time I've ever t-taught somebody! Oh.. I hope i-i-it goes well!"

Sans led Alphys to the couch, where Frisk was waiting. Sans sat on the armrest, wanting to watch how Frisk did.

"O-okay, Frisk. How about a little m-math first?" Alphys began.

"What's two plus two?"

Frisk picked up a notebook and a glitter pen and started writing and counting on her fingers. She held up for fingers for Alphys.

"She hasn't said a word since we found her, so don't expect her to talk," Sans said, reading Alphys's thoughts.

"Oh, o-okay." Alphys said. "And, yes, Frisk, that's correct. Now, let's try a harder one…"

Sans got up and left the couch. He knew Frisk was going to do wonderfully in her lessons. He walked out of the house, and kept walking until he found himself at the store. He walked in, and took a deep breath. Sans loved the smell of the store. It was kind of wooden, and old, but felt like it was packed with a warmth Sans had never felt. Maybe it was a motherly love….

Sans approached the countertop.

"Hey! Frisk's doing really good in her lessons. Wanted to get her a little treat," Sans said. (She already knows about Frisk being a human and all.)

"Of course, sweetie. Have a cinnabunny!" She said, handing Sans a small paper bag.

"It's on the house, since it's for little Frisk. She's such a _darling_! Very quiet, though…"

"Yeah. Hasn't said a word since I found her," Sans said, clutching the paper bag.

"Welp, I'm gonna go, because her lessons are almost over." Sans said, walking out.

"Come again, sweetheart! We're always open," She yelled.

Sans walked back to his house, where Alphys and Frisk were just finishing up.

"Wonderful, Frisk!" Alphys said brightly. She gathered her things and walked over to Sans.

"She's a wonderful student. We're already multiplying things," The yellow dino said happily. "Well, I better go. I think Mettaton needs to be charged,"

Sans smiled and walked over to the kid.

"I heard you're doing good. I got you something." He handed Frisk the paper bag. She opened it, and her smile was worth all the money in the world.

"Don't eat it now, okay? Have it for dessert, Papyrus isn't going to be happy if he learns you had something."

Frisk nodded, and put the cinnabunny into the bag again. She skipped up the stairs to the room.

Sans smiled. He loved fathering this little child.


	9. Just a little something

**A/N:**

**If you guys have any ideas for chapters or things like that, please let me know! I'm kind of running out of ideas, and I'd love to see more. Thanks to my 6 followers! :)**

**~rpdone**


	10. Snail Pie

Sans woke one morning to find a missed call on his phone. He realized it was Toriel, and he called her back right away.

"Hello?" Toriel said, her voice crackling a little through the bad wi-fi.

"Hey, this is Sans. You called me before, but I was sleeping."

"Oops! I should've known you wouldn't be up so early." Toriel said, giggling.

"Yeah, so what did you want?"

"I was wondering if Frisk could come over for a little. If you drop her off, I can bring her back home. I would just like to spend a little time with her,"

"Sure," Said Sans. "Let me have her eat some breakfast, and I'll walk her over there."

Toriel ended the call, and Sans got out of bed, throwing the covers to one side of the mattress. He pulled on his favorite jacket, shoved slippers on his feet, and calmly walked down the stairs. It was only ten in the morning, and Sans wondered what would have woken him up so early. Papyrus was just coming out of his room.

"Sans! What are you doing?" He said, surprised.

"Umm, walking…."

"Well, I can see that! I mean, what are you doing up so early?!" Papyrus said, face palming.

"I dunno. I kind of just got out of my bed." Sans said. "Anyway, Tori called. She wants Frisk to come over."

"Okay, brother, but it's your turn to make breakfast."

"Damn…" Sans said, looking at his feet. He trudged to the kitchen and started making pancakes. An hour later, Frisk came down the stairs, wearing green sweatpants and a red collared shirt.

"Human, we're going to Toriel's today," Papyrus stated, picked up a plate.

Sans handed Frisk a plate of pancakes smothered in butter.

"Syrup's over there, kiddo. Hurry and eat, Tori's waiting," Sans yelled from the kitchen. His voice was a little strained, as he was trying to reach for a plate. Papyrus came and got it for him, and walked out again.

"Thanks, bro." Sans said, flopping a pancake onto the plate and lazily pouring syrup all over it. Frisk started to eat incredible fast. In a few minutes, she was done, and he ran up the stairs.

"She really likes Tori, doesn't she?" Sans said, taking a bite of pancake.

"Well, I am her best friend, but she does favor Toriel a little!" Papyrus declared.

Frisk skipped down the stairs wearing a striped purple dress. Her hair was down, brushed, and a silver hairclip adorned her chocolate hair.

"Cute. Let's go," Sans said.

"Sans, you're going to _walk _all the way over there?" Papyrus asked, getting the second shock of his life.

"Bruh, does it look like I want to walk all the way there?" Sans said doubtfully. He grabbed Frisk's hand, and snapped his fingers. He teleported away with a smile on his face.

"Of course…." Papyrus said, shaking his head.


	11. Cat Got Your Tongue?

Sans was trudging home after a long day at his post. He mostly napped, but for a little while, he watched the kids in Snowdin play. It was calming to Sans to watch all the monster children play with each other, instead of fighting, like they used to.

A sudden meow jolted Sans out of his thoughts. He looked around, expecting a random enemy to pop out. Instead it was a small brown kitten with a w hite chest, muzzle, and paws. It was laying in the snow, shivering slightly from the chilled wind.

"Aww…" Sans felt his heart melt once more. He picked up the little kitten, and upon closer inspection, he found no collar. He held it in his arms, and rushed home to give the cat food, water, and a bed. He slammed open the door and yelled, "Papyrus! Frisk! I got you guys a pet!" At the word pet, something broke, and Papyrus raced down the stairs.

"Wowie, Sans! You found a cat!" He said excitedly.

Frisk was next to come running down the stairs. She rushed up to the kitten, and began to gently pet its head. The cat began to purr, and Frisk beamed with happiness.

"Sans.. What's its name?" Papyrus asked, walking to the kitchen to find something for the cat to eat.

"I was thinking Pudding." Sans said. Frisk nodded happily to show she liked it.  
>Sans came back with a can of tuna and a bowl of water for the cat. Pudding happily started to lap up the water. Frisk bent down to pet Pudding's back.<p>

"Pudding can sleep with Frisk. I'm sure both of them will find that okay," Sans said, grinning at the bond forming between the two. Papyrus bent down as well to pet the cat gently.

"Wow, this is amazing.." Sans said happily.

"What'd you say, brother?"

"Nothin', bro."


	12. Spears of Justice

"Hey, Papyrus," Sans said, one sunny morning after breakfast.

"Yes, what is it, Sans?" Papyrus asked, looking at the red and orange bracelet Frisk had made him.  
>"Let's introduce Frisk to Undyne,"<p>

"WHAT?!" Papyrus yelled. "Sans, all we've been doing is hiding the human from Undyne! All of our work will be wasted."

"But what if Undyne doesn't mind?" Sans said, staring at his own blue and silver bracelet. "I mean, she's scary and all, but once you get to know her, she's fine."

"Sans, _she's a fish._" Papyrus said doubtfully.

"And Toriel's a goat, but I'm still dating her," Sans pointed out.

"Mmm, good point, brother. I guess it'll be fine," Papyrus said.

"When should we go?" Sans asked.

"Well, she gets Mondays off, so she'll be much more calmer then,"

"Gee, you sure know a lot about her,"

"Our cooking lessons are on Mondays and Wednesdays. She's always much less wild on Mondays," Papyrus said proudly.

"Well, Monday's tomorrow, so let's go tell the kid."

"Of course, Sans." Papyrus said, getting off the couch. "I believe the human is in your room, making more bracelets. Perhaps I'll ask her to make one for Undyne,"

"Maybe…"

~a fabulous time skip later~

"Human, let's go! We're going to be late." Papyrus yelled from the front door. Frisk walked down the stairs in her sweater and jeans.

Sans walked alongside Frisk down the snowy road. Soon, they approached a fork in the road.

"It would be easier to teleport." Sans said.

"Brother, you need exercise. You're going to get fat," Papyrus said, taking a right.

"Well, I kind of already am, so no point, right?"

"Well, I must arrive right on time. I don't want to be early, and I don't want to be late," Papyrus said, clutching his pot and spoon closer. Frisk noticed something, and pointed to Undyne's house.

"Welcome to the aquarium," Sans said, snorting.

Papyrus stayed silent, but shot a deathly glare at Sans. He knocked on the door. Undyne opened it, and looked at Papyrus.  
>"I see you brought your brother," She said, surveying him.<p>

"Well… Undyne, I'd like you to meet somebody."

"Huh? Who?" Undyne said, looking around.

"Meet Frisk, our, umm…. Human child…" Papyrus said nervously, shoving Frisk up front. Frisk smiled, and handed Undyne a pink and blue bracelet.

"U-u-uuuh…" Undyne said. "I'm fine with you taking care of a human, but why not turn her in? I mean, we only need one more human soul, and we're free to go to the surface,"

"That sounds great and all," Sans said. "But.. This is kind of our kid right now. What kind of parents would we be if we gave her to Asgore?"

"You're right," Undyne said, shuddering at the thought. "Well, Papyrus, it's time for your cooking lesson."

Papyrus walked in, and a few minutes later, there was a loud explosion.

"PAPYRUS! WHY DID YOU PUT THE EGG IN THE MICROWAVE?!" Undyne screeched. "I SAID PUT IT IN THE PAN!"

"I thought you said microwave!" Papyrus defended himself.

"WHY THE HELL WOULD I SAY THAT?!" Undyne screamed.

Frisk and Sans burst out laughing outside the house.

"I CAN HEAR YOU TWO!"


	13. Candies and Christmas

Papyrus woke up early on a certain winter morning. Today was a very special day for him.

"SANS! WAKE UP, IT'S CHRISTMAS!" Papyrus screamed, banging on the door to Sans's room.

"Okay…" Sans yawned loudly. "I'll be there soon."

Papyrus tripped and fell down the stairs, but he got up, and brushed off the dust. Nothing would stop him on Christmas! He ran to the tree, and waiting for Sans and Frisk while humming a tune. Soon, Sans was down the stairs, as well as Frisk. Both were in their pajamas.

"Let's get this show on the road." Sans said. He handed Frisk a present, and Papyrus one, too. Papyrus tore open his eagerly. Inside was a mirror with the words "World's best brother" in swirly letters. Frisk got a golden-furred teddy bear with a scarlet ribbon wrapped around its neck. In its paws, it held a candy cane.

Frisk squealed with joy, while Papyrus was busy staring in the mirror.

"It's perfect!" Papyrus said, pulling Sans into a hug. Sans smiled, knowing his job has been done. Frisk handed the two skeleton brothers a small box with a piece of ribbon taped to it. Inside, were two bracelets, one red, and one blue, with their names on it.  
>"Oh, human, I love it! The Great Papyrus will always wear this beautiful work of art!"<p>

"Heh, nice, kiddo," Sans said, putting it on his arm.

Papyrus gave Sans a rectangular box, and gave Frisk a smaller box.

Sans opened his, and his eyes flew open.

"YOU GOT ME BEST PUNS EDITION 101?" Sans yelled, hugging the book.

"Indeed I did," Papyrus said, nodding.

Sans was speechless. Frisk opened her box. Inside, were different candies of all shapes, flavors, and colors. She smiled and popped one in her mouth.

"Mmm!" She hummed happily.

"Let's take a picture with our wonderful presents!" Papyrus said.

They all gathered in front of the Christmas tree. Sans used his magic to make the camera float and take a picture.

It was the best Christmas ever.


	14. Snowed In in Snowdin

Sans woke up one morning in a very, very dark room. He soon realized it was his own bedroom, and he pulled off the covers. He walked over to the window to see what was going on. The scenery was incredible beautiful… is what he would've liked to say. Instead, all he saw was a frozen white. They were snowed in. Jerry _had _told them that there would be a huge snowstorm, but they didn't listen. I mean, come on, who listens to Jerry?

Frisk woke up, too, and Sans explained what had happened. He walked out the bedroom, and checked everywhere else. Of course, they were all covered in snow. The power was out, due to the snowstorm, and he was freezing. He walked back to his room, and pulled out his turtleneck, a sweater, and his jacket. He put on a pair of sweatpants, two pairs of socks, and his slippers. Sans was still freezing. Frisk woke up and wrapped her blanket around her. She walked down the stairs huddled inside of it. Papyrus was already on the couch, wearing a red sweater and white sweats with socks that said "cool guy" on them.

"Pap, we're snowed in."

"I can see that,"

"Which means we won't be able to get out,"

"Wait, WHAT?" Papyrus yelled. "I thought we could just open the front door and clear the snow or something!"

"Pap, I'm going to try something… but…" Sans whispered something to Papyrus, so Frisk wouldn't hear.

"Take her somewhere safe, alright?" Sans said.

Papyrus nodded, and picked up Frisk.

"Come, little human. I wish for you to see my action figures!" Papyrus said happily.

Sans activated his glowing blue eye. He raised his hand, and covered the exterior in a shimmering cobalt blue magic bubble. With a lift of his hand, the snow around the house slowly floated upward. He threw his hand to the side, and the snow flew who knows where.

~in Hotland~

Mettaton walked along the end of the walkway.

"Hello, beaut—" Mettaton was cut off as a large amount of snow fell on top of her.

"Alright! That's the last straw! Which angry fan ruined my hair _this time?!" _

~Anyway… Back to Sans~

Sans flopped down on the ground. The corners of his vision were slowly starting to black out. Soon, all he could see was black again.

Sans was passed out. The morning sunlight trickled in through the window. Sans knew it was well worth the use of magic energy.


	15. Dinner Parties and Snail Cake

After a few days of the epic snow, Toriel called Sans.

"Hello," She had said. "This is Toriel. I'm having a dinner party! If you can, please come at six o'clock, okay? See you there!"

Now it was four twenty-five, and the brothers still had nothing to wear.

"Sans, I know you're going to hate me for this," Papyrus said. "But I'm calling Mettaton for the suit problem,"

Sans almost choked on the soda he was drinking.

"W-W-What?!" Sans spluttered.

"He'll find something reasonable to wear, I'll make sure of that." Papyrus said, staring at the puddle of soda on the floor.

"No pink," Sans said.

"No pink." Papyrus repeated, dialing Mettaton's number.

"And no glitter," Sans said after some thought.

"Sans, I get it. Shut up!" Papyrus said, giving him a death glare.

"Papy, is that you?" Mettaton said into the phone.

"Yes. We're going to a dinner party, and we don't have anything to wear." Papyrus said. "And please don't call me that."  
>"Well, why didn't you just say so? Give me, oh, ten minutes, and I'll have your suits."<p>

"Wowie! Thanks, Mettaton. You're a SOUL saver!" Papyrus hung up the phone.

"Sans, she'll have them ready in ten minutes."

"I hope it's nothing over the top. By the way, what's Frisk wearing?"

"I don't know." Papyrus answered. "She's the one living in your room."

Sans walked to his room, his hand stuffed in his jacket pocket. Frisk was inside, brushing her shoulder-length hair. She was wearing a long purple dress that reached her ankles. The dress had sparkly sequins running down the skirt, along the hem of the dress, and in a criss cross pattern on her chest. She was wearing a pearl bracelet with a necklace to match, as well as a beautiful fabric flower clipped to her hair. On her tiny feet, two small flats were placed on them.  
>"Wow, kiddo. You look amazing!" Sans said in awe. For the first time, Frisk noticed him, and Sans noticed her blush.<p>

"Aww, don't be embarrassed, kid. I think you look nice. Mettaton's coming with our suits." Sans said, rubbing his hand along the back of his head.

The doorbell rang.

"Frick, she's here," Sans said with a sigh. He walked down the stairs, only to find two boxes and Mettaton standing there, hands on his hips. "The smaller box is yours, Sans. Take it to your room and change, please."

"M'kay." Sans said, picking up the box. It was surprisingly light, and Sans walked up the stairs as easily as if he was holding nothing. He unpacked the box in his room, and Frisk walked out to give him privacy. Inside was a small black suit, with a blue undershirt and a black tie. The shoes inside were also black, but incredible shiny. He put it on, and found it just his size, and quite comfortable, too.

"Mettaton sure knows his stuff." He muttered to himself, opening to door. Mettaton let out a gasp of pleasure when Sans walked down the stairs.

"Goodness, Sans, you look even better in it than I thought!" Mettaton said happily. Sans felt his cheekbones turn light blue. Papyrus walked down the stairs next. He had the same outfit, but the undershirt was a pinkish red, and it was a lot bigger.

"Well, how do I look?" He said nervously. Mettaton squealed.

"Lovely, darling. Turns out, I was invited to the dinner party, too!" Mettaton said proudly. "Toriel made an exception for the fancy dressing for me. Alphys didn't design me to change clothes. Such a shame…"

"Well, it's about five forty right now," Papyrus said, checking his watch.

"Let's go." Mettaton said. Frisk nodded.

"Everybody, hold on tight!" Sans said. Frisk clutched Sans's hand, and Papyrus had the other. Sans made Mettaton hold Frisk's hand instead of Papyrus's, for very good reasons. The world around them started to swirl, and they ended up in Toriel's house.

"Wow, looking _tie-red, _Sans." Toriel said, giggling and referring to his tie.

"I just teleported four people!" Sans retorted.

"I see you did. Why don't you help me in the kitchen? The snail cake's cooling," She said happily.

"Sure thing, Tori."


	16. Just so you know

Hey, guys! I'm kind of running out of ideas for chapters, so this fan fiction might end! I have a few more ideas, and then the last chapters are coming out. If you guys have any ideas, please tell me, and I'll be sure to give you credit if I use it. Thanks to my fourteen followers! I have three other fanfictions, one I just posted.

* Cooking with Undyne (completed)

*Head over Heels (completed)

* Infection (in progress)

Thanks for all the support!

~rpdone


	17. Happy Birthday, Frisk!

Sans woke up one morning, and found himself staring at a blue and white box at his door. Of course, how could he forget? It was Frisk's birthday today, and he had her present ready. Sans got out of bed unwillingly and put on a shirt that said "pun master" on it, a pair of sweats, and his regular old jacket. He picked up the box, and walked downstairs, where a cake was waiting on the table. Papyrus was already there, tying balloons to a chair, where the birthday girl was to sit.

"Okay, do we have chairs for everybody?" Sans asked.

"We've got the couch, and lots of chairs, I assure you." Papyrus said, stepping back to examine his work.

"Okay. Everybody's coming at twelve." Sans said, setting his present down on the table. There was two other boxes, one was wrapped in gold, and the other green.

"What's with the third one?" Sans said.

"It's the bunny who runs the store. Said she couldn't make it," Papyrus said, tightening the balloon's grip on the chair. After a little, Frisk skipped down the stairs, wearing a pair of silver jeans, a plain, white shirt, and a blue and orange jacket zipped up.

"Birthday girl's awake!" Sans said, pulling her into a hug. Frisk smiled.

"Party's at twelve, 'kay?" Sans said. Frisk nodded a huge nod.

"We're getting prepared for your party, little Frisk." Papyrus said from across the room. He was sweeping up the already spotless floor. "It's already eleven thirty.

God, did they really sleep in that late?

~le time skip~

The doorbell chimed its cheerful chime as Sans rushed to get it. The door offered the sight of Toriel, Alphys, and Undyne, all wearing their usual attire.

"Hello, my child." Toriel said, hugging Frisk and handing her a rather large box.

Undyne and Alphys both handed Frisk their presents, too. However, Undyne's was a little squished.

"Accidently sat on it at some point." Was all Undyne said when they questioned her.

Everybody piled into the small house, and after a while, it was time to sing Happy Birthday and have cake.

"Happy birthday to you!" Everybody chorused. The scene was chaos after everybody had cake. Coats were misplaced, the shoes hidden by the cat, and the door was blocked by Undyne, who was trying to find her scarf.

Soon, everybody had their belongings, and they all left the house.

"So, kiddo… How old are you?" Sans asked Frisk after the house's silent noise grew boring.

Frisk just shrugged and walked back to her room.

Sans had nothing to say.


	18. Sand and Waves

Sans couldn't believe he got talked into this! He was on the beach with Toriel, Frisk, Papyrus, and Undyne. He refused to take off his jacket, and was sitting on the sand, watching everybody else play in the water. Well, everybody but Toriel. She claimed that she didn't want to get her fur wet, but she was the one who had the idea of going. Somehow, Sans got convinced by Papyrus to come to the beach with the rest of them, even though all he wanted to do was nap.

"Hey!" Papyrus yelled. Sans looked up. Undyne had splashed his face, and he fell backward in surprise. Frisk was giggling on the sand. Sans walked over to Frisk, and she got up.

"Having fun, kiddo?" Sans asked, looking at the ocean wave's ripples.

"Mhmm!" Frisk nodded, and walked behind Sans to avoid a splash from Undyne, who was going crazy, flipping her scarlet hair and splashing in a frenzy. Sans felt hands on his back, and he turned around.

"Hey, what are you—" He got cut off as ocean water slapped at his face. Frisk had pushed him in!

"Oh, it's on!" He yelled after he had enough of Undyne's hysterical laughter. He used his blue magic to lift a small chunk of the ocean's water. Their laughter stopped abruptly when they saw the mass of blue. He sent all the water flying right at them.

"Hey! What was that for?" Undyne spluttered.

"For getting my favorite jacket wet," Sans said simply. Undyne dived into the water and swam near Sans.

"Umm…" Sans said. All of a sudden, he felt ice cold hands grasp his ankle and pull him down.

He submerged, treading water and giving Undyne a playful look. He kicked her in the shin, but the water stopped most of his movement, so it was only a light tap.

"Hah!" Papyrus said. "The Great Papyrus would like to join the mock fight!" He waded in, and so did Frisk. Together, they all began splashing each other in the face, and attempting to pull each other underwater.

"Is that all you've got?" Undyne said.

"Try me!" Sans said, dipping down into the water. With his blue jacket, he was practically invisible to Undyne. He grabbed her ankles and yanked down as hard as he could.

"Go, Sans!" Papyrus yelled.

Frisk giggled, and swam over to Undyne, who was trying to bite Sans.

Soon, Toriel joined in, splashing everyone as soon as she jumped into the water.

When they got back to the skele-bro's house, everybody was incredibly wet and shivering, but they had fun. And that's what mattered.


	19. Barks and Yips

** **Thanks to Mew88 for the idea of this chapter, and some of the plot! ****

Sans woke up to the sound of a window breaking. He yawned, and he decided to let Frisk sleep. He trudged to Papyrus's room, and opened the door. Papyrus was sitting on his race car bed, staring at the table that held his action figures.

"Pap, what's wrong? I heard glass breaking," Sans said.

"Sans, a dog just broke in, and took my action figure!" Papyrus looked ready to cry. "It was my favorite!"

"Don't worry, bro. I'll help you get the dog." Sans said, stifling a huge yawn.

Papyrus said, "I, the Great Papyrus, have the perfect plan!"

He marched out of his room. Sans followed him, where he found Papyrus putting leftover noodles on a plate.

"If we leave this outside, the dog will be attracted to my amazing cooking!" Papyrus said gleefully.

"Pap, hate to break this to you, but I don't think that's gonna work." Sans said.

"No matter! We shall see who is right." Papyrus said, opening the door to the porch. He set the plate down, and he crouched behind a bush to watch. Sans stood in the doorway to look for the little dog. He was sure it was Grillby's dog. Grillby had told him that the dog liked food. Maybe the plan would work. After a half hour of waiting, the miracle happened. The fluffy dog came running down the road, a figure in his mouth. It ran up the stairs and began to start eating the food.

Papyrus jumped out and grabbed his action figure.

"I told you it would work!" Papyrus said happily.

"You never told me anything," Sans said.

~le time skip, now we're at Grillby's~

"Hey, Grillby?" Sans said after downing some ketchup and fries.

"Yes?" The flame being asked, setting down his spotless rag.

"Did your dog happen to get out today?"

"Yes, why do you ask?"

"No reason. Just curious."


	20. The Argument

After some time, Sans began to worry about Frisk. Royal Guard members started to increase their patrols around Snowdin. Obviously, somebody had given Asgore information about Frisk. It was Toriel who had suggested that they should go to the castle.

"What?" Sans said when he heard the idea.

"Look, Sans. I can tell that Asgore's prepared to kill Frisk. If you go up to the castle and clear it up, everything will be fine! Please…" Toriel pleaded. "Asgore's not as much of a bad guy as you think!"

"So you're siding with him now?" Undyne said.

"No, it's nothing like that. I'm worried about Frisk!" Toriel retorted.

"S-S-She's got a point." Alphys said.

Sans groaned. "Not you, too, Alphys!"

"Brother, I think this is a good idea as well," Papyrus said.

"It's settled then. We'll bring Frisk in the morning." Undyne said.

Sans muttered something under his breath, and walked down the path to his house. Papyrus caught up with him a few minutes later.

"Sans, I know you're worried about Frisk…" He said. "But everything will be fine!"

"Look, Papyrus." Sans said, speaking in a sharp tone for the first time. "We need one more human soul to break the barrier, and Frisk's the perfect chance. He would destroy everything in his path if it meant freedom. He's _insane_, Papyrus, and none of you can see that!"

Sans snapped his finger, and teleported to his room, tears in his eyes. Papyrus didn't trust himself to speak.

Did his brother really just speak to him like that?


	21. We're Safe

**Approached**

** **Sorry if I got some of this off, I haven't finished the game yet, nor have I gotten to Asgore's castle. ****

Sans refused to come to the castle with the group. He was still pissed, and wouldn't even come when Frisk tried to persuade him. They all gave up a long while ago. Now, it was dawn, and Papyrus was trying to rush Frisk.

"It's almost time! Hurry, human!" He said. Frisk came down the stairs wearing a green and yellow sweater, jean shorts, and her boots. She nodded, and together they walked to the end of Snowdin, where everybody else was waiting.

"I gave everybody in the Royal Guard the day off, so we shouldn't have any trouble." Undyne said, leaning against a tree.

"Okay, here's the plan, beauties." Mettaton said. "Undyne goes to Asgore, and says she wants him to meet somebody. Then, we'll bring in Frisk, and tell the story."

"And hope we don't die." Undyne said.

"We won't." Toriel said, giving her a hard look.

The group slowly made their way to Asgore's castle, fighting off monsters.

"It's t-t-too bad Sans couldn't come," Alphys said.

Frisk gave a huge nod. They walked into the castle, and made it to the throne room, where Asgore was sitting on his throne. Undyne walked in.

"Sir." She said. "I would like you to meet somebody,"

The group walked in, with Frisk at the front. Asgore froze when he saw Frisk.

"Why did you bring this human here to me?" He asked Undyne.

"Sir, we found the human, and we cared for her. I know it's against the law, and do what you want to us, but you'll have to take her over our dead bodies."

"So be it." Asgore got up, and slowly he withdrew his arm from his cloak. In his hand, was a blood red trident. He walked up to the group, who all drew their weapons. Asgore drew his arm to throw the trident, only adding suspense. The group stood in front of Frisk, who held a stick she had just found. Asgore threw his weapon, and it landed behind the group, right behind Frisk.

"If you care about her so much, I won't take her." He said, looking at Toriel. "Could we maybe-"

"No." She said, knowing what he was going to say.

The group walked back to Snowdin, glee radiating from them.

"Wowie! I can't wait to tell Sans!" Papyrus said, taking Frisk's hand and leading him to their house.

When they opened the door, Sans was waiting there.

"I heard." He said, pulling them into a hug.

_We're safe. _


	22. Share the LOVE

** **A lot of people have been asking for a chapter with Flowey in it, so here it is! Enjoy! ****

After a few days, Toriel asked the skeleton brothers to come over with Frisk.

"It's to celebrate our little 'win' over Asgore." She had said.

"Sure thing, Tori." Sans had replied.

Now they were baking pies and telling jokes. Well, at least Toriel and Sans were telling jokes.

"Stop me if you've heard this one before," Sans said. "A skeleton was put in the hospital after a serious accident. He asks the doctor, 'Am I going to be okay?' The doctor replies, 'Other than a broken leg, you're going _tibia _okay!'"

"Ha!" Toriel snorted. "Knock, knock."

"Who's there?"

"Honeydew."

"Honeydew who?"

"Honeydew you know you're lookin' fine today?" Toriel said, winking. They broke out in laughter once more. Frisk giggled a little while she counted apple slices. Papyrus looked like he was trying to strangle himself.

Toriel popped the last pie in the oven.

"Well, that's done." She said.

Frisk heard a voice echo from the hallways. She hopped off the chair she was standing on, and slowly walked out of the kitchen. The voice echoed again, but it sounded more like… laughter? It was a cruel laugh, echoing off the walls and bounced right into Frisk's ears. She clenched her fists into a ball, and she found herself at the top of the stairs. The laughter seemed louder here. She slowly walked down the stairs, expecting Toriel or Sans to come and help her, but they didn't. She could hear their voices in the kitchen, and along with Papyrus's. She really was on her own this time. Frisk made it down to the foot of the stairs, and she was greeted by a dusty, purple hallway. She started to walk down it, hearing the laughter grow louder by the second. Finally, she reached a door that was laden with designs. Swirls and colors flowed from the middle, where there was a crest. It looked like the one on Toriel's dress. It must've been her symbol.

She opened the door, and the laughter was no longer muffled. She walked out into the tunnel, and the door shut behind her. Frisk was stuck. There was no other choice than to head on forward, there wasn't any point in trying to open the door. Darkness surrounded her, whispering the long-lost secrets of the Ruins, and the monsters inside of it. Frisk slowly kept walking, step by step, until under her feet, the materiel changed. She looked down. Even in the dark, Frisk could tell that they were golden flowers. They spread over the floors, covering every inch. But one flower stood out. And that's where the laughing was coming from.

The flower noticed Frisk at once, turning itself around. She found that it had a cute face, with a huge smile. However, all of it seemed wrong, especially when it opened its mouth to speak.

"Golly! I didn't see you there!" The flower said. "I'm Flowey! Flowey the Flower."

Frisk didn't say anything. Instead, her SOUL crept out of her heart locket, and its glow felt warm on her face. Instantly, the world around here turned black and white.

"It doesn't look like you've ever been in a fight before!" The flower said happily. "Why don't I teach you a few things?"

Frisk tried to shake her head to, to signal the creepy flower that she didn't want any training.

"Down here, we spread LV!" It said. "LV stand for LOVE! They take the form of these little white friendliness pellets. Here, why don't you have some of mine? I'm happy to share!"

Small, white pellets surrounded Frisk. One dived for the soul that was floating in front of her. A fireball flashed at the flower, and it fell down, burnt and screaming.

"My child! Are you alright?" Toriel said, rushing from the tunnel with a lantern in hand. Frisk nodded, and took Toriel's hand.

"I'm so sorry you had to go through that." She whispered, looking up at the earthen roof. She led Frisk back to her home, where Sans was waiting, his blue eye glowing uncontrollably.

"Sans! Sans, I got Frisk." Toriel said, showing Sans Frisk.

"Wowie! That was quick, Toriel!" Papyrus said, looking at Frisk.

Toriel didn't say a thing, she was looking at Sans.

"You two should go home." Toriel said. She whispered something to Papyrus, and then Sans took Frisk's hand and walked out of the door.

"Take care!" Toriel called. Then she walked to the kitchen, wondering if that really just happened.


	23. Must be Going Around

**** Yay! New day, new chapter. This idea is from Guest, and it says "****Chapter idea: Frisk gets sick and the monsters don't know what to do. Because their sickness only comes from overuse of magic.****" Thanks for the great idea! ****

Sans was having the best dream he had ever had. It was so amazing, words just couldn't describe it. He was quite annoyed, however, when the sound of coughing woke him up.

"Ugh.. What the hell?" He muttered to himself. Then he saw Frisk, sitting up and coughing, the raspy noise echoing off the walls.

"Oh, gee, kiddo. You okay?" Sans said, stumbling over to her and rubbing her back. She must've gotten what Sans had, but that was just from magic overuse.

"It's going to be fine." He said, not knowing if he was talking to himself, or Frisk. Sans opened his door to go to Papyrus's room. By the time he got back with his brother, the floor next to Frisk's box was covered in a large puddle of icky, green-orange stuff that smelled revolting.

Sans ran out yet again to get a mop, while Papyrus picked his way over the barf to make his way to Frisk, who was sniffling in her box.

"Human. Are you alright?" He asked, staring at her.

Frisk shook her head no.

"Well then! I will call Toriel! She will know what to do." He said, whipping out his phone. He started dialing the number. Sans made it back and cleaned up the puddle, while looking a little green himself.

"Who you callin', bro?" He said.

"Toriel."

"'Kay."

A few minutes later, Toriel was in the room, checking temperatures and rubbing backs.

"I don't really know what's wrong with her, but I've known this to happen among humans. It happens very often, actually," Toriel said. "I think it's called the 'fly' or something."

"Okay… But do you know how to fix it?" Sans said.

"She just needs rest, medicine, and some warm food." Toriel said, counting off her fingers.

Papyrus nodded, and said, "Is she going to ever get better? The little human is one of my fans."

"Yes, Papyrus." Toriel said, collecting her things and walking out of the door.

~Time skip! Aren't they wonderful?~

Frisk was snoring gently in Sans's bed, with Sans himself sitting on the end of the bed.

An empty bowl that had once held soup was at the foot of the bed as well, along with a box of tissues and her teddy bear.

After a few days, Frisk got out of bed feeling a lot better.

Sans was in the kitchen, drinking coffee, when Frisk came down and hugged Sans.

"Aww, looks like you're better." Sans said happily. And that's when Frisk said her first word.

"Daddy!"


	24. Not for Sale

The next day, there was a knock on the skele-bro's door. Papyrus got up and got it.

"Hello." He said. Then he saw what the person was wearing. The figure was wearing a long scarlet robe with the hood up so you couldn't see his face. A leather strip encircled his waist with a small sack of coins that clinked and jingled when he moved.

"I hear there's a human housed here." The person said. It was male, as it was very gruff and deep, and golden eyes glowed in the shadows of his hood.

"Why, yes there is." Papyrus said. "Do you need her?"

"I was actually wondering if you would sell her." He said.

That's when Sans walked in front of Papyrus.

"The child's not for sale." Sans said sharply.

"Oh? It's a child? That raises my price." The man said. "How about eight million gold?"

"Why do you even care about a human?" Sans said, growling a little.

"I require a human for my…. Experiments."

"OH HELL NO!" Sans screeched, slamming the door shut. Frisk was on the couch, looking at Sans with fear in her eyes.

"Frisk, I want you in my room. _Now._" Papyrus nor Frisk had ever seen Sans like this, so Frisk obeyed, and Papyrus went to his room as well. Sans opened the door again, where the man was waiting.

"I am never giving you the human. Leave here, and never come back!" He growled, barely spitting out the words.

"Very well. But this is a very high price for a small child. It's your loss." The man said. Sans blinked, and he was gone, not a trace of him left. However, there was a note on the ground.

_If you ever need me, I'll always be by the Echo Flowers. There's a small, isolated island that you can wade to. I'll always be there if you need me. _

Sans crumpled up the note in his hand. He would never go there, even if hell rained upon him.

Never.


	25. I'm so Forgetful

Guest has given me an amazing chapter idea. They said:

"Chapter Idea: Chara appears and not many people can stop her. Frisk is one of the people that can. She starts in Asgore's castle and continues to Hotland, Waterfall, Snowdin and The Ruins. All while killing everything in her path."

As well as:

"It doesnt seem my review posted its a chapter idea.  
>Chara appears and Frisk is the only one who can stop her. The problem is Frisk doesnt know Chara is coming. Frisk has to find out how to stop her on her own. They have: 10:00 to 6:00. Chara starts in Asgore's Castle and goes through the entire underground killing everything in her path. Sans and the others can help fight, but only Frisk can stop Chara entirely. (This idea came from the chapter where Sans sees Chara. And I thought it would be cool to make that small thing an entire chapter.)"<p>

Thanks for the great idea, I'll be sure to make it into a chapter. Several chapters, actually. Thing is, it'll take forever to make all of them. So, I will try and to other chapters in the progress, but I will mainly be working on these huge chapters.

Sorry for not updating in a while!

~Your forgetful writer


End file.
